oamed af G aunt, 


5 By the Brave Bonny Laſs eMary Anlree, 


Wo in Revenge of her Love's Death, did play her parks moſt oy.” To the 
of, TheBlind 5 are, Ce. 
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3 e a 
Aſtin CaptalaCooragious wh whom Death couls notWhen brare Serj j-ne Majc.r = ſlain 10 the Fight, 
Had roundly beſieged the City of Gun, [daunt, Who was her own true Love her Joy and Delight; | 


Rnd manly they marc hed by two avd by three, „She ſwore nnrevenged his Blood ſhould not be, 


: | But the foremeMRin Battke NA. Mary Ambree. , | N. 4 not this a brave bonn) la. 7 any Am ree. 


Tuo bei 
On each 


Jv fene won it 4 My Ambra e. es nu this Kent "yy baſs Mary Ambree. 


enforced to ſeht with her Foes, She cloathed per lelf from top to the toe, \ 
e tney ſeemed moſt fierce!y to cloſe; Vl ich puff oſ che brav eſt, and ſeemly to ſhow ; 7 
t for Honour in every degte, 4 fair Shirt of Male over that ſtripped.ſlie,/ - 
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= - Ather date filled, an 

That ſhe could have 0 

The one ſuid to the other, 
This gallant brave ee 


| 0 | 
Then wol fhe her Sword and ke Timpe in Mal; : Why, what do you thi ot 
And called ali theſe that would be of ber Band; Unto theſe brave Soldier 1 
To wait on her Perſon there came thouſands three, © A Knight, Sir, of Euglan- 
he Was not this a brave bonny lafs —9 Anlrie. Whom ſhortly we mean to 


Before you ſhall periſh che \worlt of you all, No Captain of England, * 


Or come to any danger of Enemies thrall; Io brcaſts in my Boſom 
This Hand and this Life of mine falt ſet you ſree, No Kright, Sir, of Exglan. 


Was not this a brave bonn laſs A Ambree, Baut eren g por bonay laſs 


The Drums aid the Trumpets did found out Alarm, gut at hou a VVoman, 38. 
And many a hund red did if Leg and Arm, That hath made us thus fpel 
And many athouſand ſhe brought on their Kace, The like in our lives we ne. 
Was not · is a brave honny fals Mey Aabrie. And therefore we'll bonour 
The ky rnen he fl @wich the kn oak. of her Shot, 1 he Pricce of great Paw 
And her En mies Bodies wich Bullets fo hot, VVho long had ad vanced t 
For one of her own Men a Score killed ne, la Togen he ſent her aG._ 
03, Was not this a brave bonny laſs Ain Ambre. And ſaid ſhe ould be . . 


oh And then her falſe Gunner did ſpoil her intent, - * VVhp, what do yon tbit 
Her Powder and Bullets away he had ſpent; „I dough he be a Printe of 
And then with her Weapon ſhe ſlaſht them in three, It halt not be fad in Engle 
Was not this a brave 05 lafs Mary Ambre:. That a Strenger d id mayy 

1 Then took fe gt Caftle «here ſhe did abide, 1 Ve unto ſait England 8 
Her Eiemies beſi eg d Fer on every fide; 5 S I: holding the Foes of 1 
„ Io beat down her Caſtle- walls th y gid aeree, in Val eee 
tz 1 And al for 10 ov ercome Mey AY Fee. | 1v'Y Vas not his a drove! be 


The n to: k 0 16 her Word and er T5 Ar get. in! tere, In: his Vena be Pr alſeg 
And on her Cattle- walls ſi out l- did ſtand; | Fy hoſe Heatr was 41 ail 
"So earing t c Cptoins, tomatchanythree, err al lor ef bens 92 vert 

0 8 wha! 2 b ave Ca Ptain Was i © Anbne. 5 N forth he W Ky 
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